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ORDINAL on ordeal; after the heat the dust.
Despite hermetically dosed, windows it
sifted into the compartment through every cranny,
coating seats atid luggage with a (Um of grey, clot-
ting the sweat upon our faces. No sooner did we
wipe it otf than down it came again. Twenty-four
long hours had passed since we had left Bombay, and
twenty-four hours long 1 had been fighting back the
grey invasion, 1 had rung the changes, so to speak,
on the three lines of defence provided by the rail-
way company; had raised the wire-gauxe screens,
lowering the glass windows; had closed the win-
dows and pulled up the wooden shutters; had shut
all three together, Now I gave up the hopeless
struggle, My head sank back on to the leather
cushion mottled with specks of grit that scratched
and seared the checks, Now and again I nibbed
my eyelids when sand and sweat clouded my sight,
or irritated past enduring.
At 4, a,m, we had changed trains, leaving the
fairly comfortable Bombay-Delhi express for a
smaller, less accommodating "local." Then, in
the early afternoon, had come another change; we
were consigned to one of the appalling narrow-gauge
trains that serve outlying districts far from the main
Indian lines. These little trains crawl across the